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[ Continwed. )

I do not know that I have hefore mentioned
that Walton held the rank of captain in the |
American army. e was devoted to his pro-
fession, the principal ohjeet of his visit to
Europe being the study of military science.

At that time the Emperor frequently indulged
his subjects with those brilliant military spee-
tacles which his magnificent army enables him
to prodnce. Walton was a constant attendant
at these reviews, and a frequent visitor at the
many camps seattered throughont France.

About this time a review on the grandest
scale was to take place in the vicinity of Lyous.
Walton, as usithl, prepared to attend.

1t was rather cool weather. The evening pre-
vionsg to his departure we were at the Goffes
indulging, in what few enjoy in Paris, the
laxury of a wood fire upon the hearth. 1 had
observed that Walton was rather dull and
dreamy in his manner. e remarked to ine
with a sigh:

“ [ cannot tell why, but I have a presenti
ment that I should not go to this review. 1
hwwve an undefined sense ol some o'er-hanging
danger, that oppresses me and makes me el
gloomy ; yet it does not assame any definite
Shﬂ -9|

e passed one of these evenings (which the
most intimate friends somctimes pass together)
in a sort of dull tranquility, productive ol a

piness negative in character. . Whether it
was the sparkling wood fire upon the hearth
suggesting reminiscences of far-off homes,
drawing our attention from our immediate sur-
roundings, or that the gloomy presentimentex-
pressed by Walton affected us, I cannot tell,
but this I know, we all felt strangely subdued.

Even Mimi partook of the general tran-
quility, and lay coiled up in his soft cotton-
lined basket, only opening his eyes and giving
a lazy wink when the fitful flumes mounted
higher and higher, or the fierce crackling fire
scattered sparks upon the hearth stone. At
last, on slily drawing outmy watch 1 discovered
it was nearly twelve o'clock.  We arose to go.
With that consideration with which I wish to
be treated when 1 am in love, 1 enveigled the
Lamb toward the window, and pointed out to
hér attention some object moving in the semi-
darkness of the street. I also called Walton
to notiee it. Then leaving them, I stirred up
Mimi vigorously as the most eficctive way of
arresting the attention of the twins, thus to
leave Walton and Laura in that position that
lovers most desire—alone with each other.

At length the inevitable leave-taking came,
and when it was over Walton (who had arranged
to walk home with me) followed with lingering
footsteps down into the Boulevard.

We had proceeded but a few yards from the
house when he clutched my hand nervously and
exclaimed :

“Now I am sure of it. 1 kuow who it af-
feets. It is Laura. 1 must return and warn
her.”” Leaving me bewildered by his abrupt
manner, he rushed back into the house,

Ere many moments had elapsed he reap-
peared, and having joined me, passed his arm
through mine, saying calmly: * It would be
foolisn to distarb her tranquility with what,
Eerhnps, may be after all but phantasy. Warn

er against what? 1 am sure I cannot tell.

She is in God’s hands.”

Walton was habitnally grave, but thizs un-
wonted seriousness of manners impressed me
strongly.

The morning after Walton’s departure 1
called at the Goffes and entered into an ar-
rangement with them for a ride in the Bois de
Boulogne. Laurawas famed as the most grace-
fal and accomplished horse-woman in Paris.
All her natural timidity of manner vanished
when she was once mounted.  She had suecess-
fully managed animals that no other horse-
woman in Paris was willing to essay to ride.
1t seemed strange to see that delicate creature,
generally so shrinking, so timid, sit upon a
restless, spirited horse that it had appeared im-
possible that she could control.

Walton had presented Laura with a chestnut
mare, which was the admiration of Paris;
docile and easily managed, with no other fault
than an inclination to start and shy when un-
usual ohjects met her eye.

On the eventful erening to which I refer, on
being brought around from the stables (where
she had been without exercise fur nearly a week)
she aggared unusually unquiet and restively
incli

“'The mare is very res(i}ive to-Jay ; uneom-
monly so. I am afraid, George, you have not

given her exercise enough,” 1 observed to the

oom. .

“ She has been shut up a little too much
lately ; beside we met a great hearse on our way
here, and she didn’t like the look of it. She
hasn't quite got over it yet, sir. After she has
had a canter she will come all right again.”

Laura stecd by prepared to mount. She
patted the arched neck of the beautiful crea-
ture, who seemed to recognize her, and became
comparatively quiet beneath her caresses.

“ Just put me up, Mr. Braham. We get on
charmingly together as soon as I am mounted.
We know each other, don’t we, Xirifa ?”’

With the assistance of my Laud she sprang
lightly into the saddle, rode from beneath the
archway into the court yard, around which she
walked the mare a few times, until she had be-
come quite passive under her influence and

control.

We rode through the most quiet and unfre-
quented streets on our way to the Bois de Bou-
logne. We had not proceeded a great distunce
from home ere | perceived that Miss Goffe had
concealed in her bosom her pet snake, Mimi,
whose head now and then appeared and disap-
peared amidst the frill that decorated the front
of her riding dress, one or tw) of the huttons
of which had been left unfastened to enable it
to move its scaly folds.

“ How could yon yeuture on anything so rash
as bringing that little torment with you ? Sup-
pose it should get about your arms aund inter-
fere with the management of your horse ?”

“Pon’t alarm yoursell,”” she said indiffer-
ently. * I and Mimi ure safe together.”

1 had been riding on the outside next Miss
Goffe. 1 turned my horse and then rode be-
tween the ladies, so as more effectually to shield
Laura from eontact with or observation of, the
object of her aversion. We rode on quietly
with little to arrest our attention till we came
to the woods; then in conversation 1 forgot
my precaution. and changed my position from
between them.

Ere long my attention was altracted hy a
group of fumiliar faces in the distance, and
whilst bowing to some one who had recognized
me, I was startled by a sharp, quick ery from
Laura, and discovered to my horror on turning
round that Mimi, by some means or other, had
entwined itself about Laura’s urm, and by a con
traction of its folds, had drawn the horses head
completely round, and rendered her hands per-
fectly useless. At the same moment it caught
the eye of Xirifa, who, with a wild snort and
plunge, threw down her head, almost unseating
her rider, then darted furiously forward into
the forest.

I was so horror-stricken as to be almost par-
alized. She was many lengths ahead ere | sul-
ficiently recovered my presence of mind to
pursue. There were but few riders in the
wood, and all seemed incapable of affording the
least assistance. When at last, by dint of hard
spurring, I managed to approach within a short |
distance of her, the mare, alarmed by some- |
thing in the pathway, suddenly veered from
her courses, shying violently. Then there was
a shriek—a crushung noise—and Laura was |
thrown to the ground. She was breathing when
we took her up.  She opened her eyes and en-
deavored to speak. A little stream of blood
trickled from her mostrils, and she fell back in
my arms—DEAD,

At first 1 could not believe in the reality of
what bad occurred. It seemed I must be labor-
ing under some painful dream. A youngarmy
surgeon, who haﬂ)cned to be near, tendered us
his assistance. He at length essayed to bleed
her ; but the attempt was entirely unsuceccssful.
I at last was constrained to admit the awful
truth—Laura was dead.

The y of Maria Goffe was something ter-
rible to look at. She o’erwhelmed hersell with
the bitterest reproaches, and threw herself
frantically on the ground heside Laura, entreat-
ing her in most piteous terms, for the love of
God, only to look up—1o speak once more—and
say she or%lve her. "

A crowd had now gathered around us. It
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| was suggested that she had beiter be removed. |

An elderly gentleman, handing me his card,
hegred we would make use of his carriage to |
return to Paris. [ thaukfally accepted his offer.
Placing the deal hody of poor Laura therein,
we drove back to our home. '

1 cannot describe the horror and consterna-
tion which prevailed at the Goffe's. Old Mr.
Gofle was distracted by the occurrence. Miss
Anne evipeed more feeling than I ever believed
her capahle of exhibiting.

But they scemed most appaled at the thought |
of what Walton would say ; how Walton would |
hear it. Miss Goffe, ‘wringing her hands, |
wonld exclaim bitterly, ** He will charge me
with murdering her.” Why would T not be
warned? My own obstinaey has occasioned
her death. It is my ruin.  Hewill never bear
to look at me. He will hate me forever.”

A servant was immediately dispatched to the
telegraph office with a message for Walton, and
ar order that a copy should be transmitted to
every hotel in Lyons. until the gentleman was
found.

In alout two hours our messenger returned
with the disngreealle intelligence that the gov-
ernment were engaged in transmitting import-
ant despatehes to Alzeria, and that the wires
could not be placed at the disposal of the gen-
eral public for ourteen hours.

Soon after we were greatly startled by the
sudden appearance of Walton.  He was strik-
inely npale, but his face wore its usual impassa-
Lle canmpess.  Wotil he gpoke we did not think
he knew what hal happened.  Maria seemed
a< thoneh she would sink into the ground with
fear.  Mer eharacteristic bravado of manner
bad entirely deserted her.

Do not tell him; {or God's sake do not tell
him it was 1,77 she whispered to me.

« Walton.” said I, * we have terrible news
for vou.™'

“"I'he worst vou can tell me will not exceed
my forebodings—Laura is dying or dead,”” he
replied.

For a second none of us could summon cour-
ave to rejoin. At last I said hoarsely, “ Yes,
Walton, Laura isdead. I ecannot here tell you
all—how or when she died.”” He interrupted
here by sayinz, 1 know perfectly when she
died. How, bat imli.ﬂim‘l.lly. This 1 Kknow:
she must have died violently, for she came to
me with blood upon her face.”

Maria Goffe and her sister seemed appalled
by terror and surprise at this startling declara-
tion of Walton's, whilst the author of so much
misery exelaimed :

<1t was 1. Walton; it was all my fault. Is
it possible for you to forgive me?”

Walton made no immediate reply, but after
looking fixedly at her for a few mowments, an-
swered ;

“That, Maria, is between you and God.”

[ was anxious as far as possible to cut short
this harrowing scene, <o 1 led Walton from the
room.

In a few hours all was over, and sweet Laura
vested in her last home, a quiet corper in the
Pere le Chaist During the interval that
clapsed between the return of Walton and the
final obsequics, he had not uttered a word con-
cerning her. He never shed a tear at the
srave, or evinced the slightest emotion. That
he did feel, and feel deeply, it was impossible
not to believe. His calmness could only be
pseribed to that wonderful mastery of expres-
sion he seemed so capable of exercising. |1
longed to ascertain the cause of his sudden re-
turn to Paris. knowing that from the circum-
stances ofthe case he could have received no in-
telligence of the terrible misfortune which had
befallen us, 1le seemed so taciturn, so re-
served, that T did not venture to intrude my
(uestions upon him.

Two days suceeeding the funeral, Walton and
[ were alone together in my room at the hotel.
1 could no longer repress my curiosity to learn
whether aceident or design had caused his re-
turn to Paris.

“You received our telegraphic despatch?”
<aid 1 inguirinzly.

His face assumed a somewhat gloomy look
as he replied:

Do yvou wet remember with what reluct-
ance I quitte  Paris? The forebodings to
which T was st.ojected? 1 felt it was a sort of
weakness to ¢ ve way to it. to this undefined
apprehension, or I should not have left town.
Succeeding. he wever, in conquering my reluet-
ance, I started.  Once out of Paris, my atten-
tion arrested by unfamiliar objects, a new train
of reflections, more cheerful in character, dissi-
pated the disagreeable presentiments that had
o recently overshadowed me.  We stopped at
D.. as usual, {or refreshments.  On my return
to the car I felt somewhat drowsy, much in-
elined tosleep. It was growing dusk, and with
declining day, returned, doubled in foree the
dismal forebodings which had so oppressed me
in the morniny. 1 endeavored unsuccessfully |
to shake them off, and strove to encourage sleep
as a resource ayainst them.

“At last I sncceeded in falling into a partial

slumber, from which I was rudely awakened by
a terrible shock, seemingly a blow upon the
head. Starting up, my senses bewildered, my
perceptions—imy vision obscured for a few mo-
vients, 1 found a difficulty in remembering
where I was; but as a full consciousness of
my position returned, the ohjects about me
grew more distinet.
e lnstant.:u.crfly I felt sure something had
happened to Lauafa, for it was toward her that
my gloomy thoughts had been constantly tend-
ing."

Here Walton’s face grew almostlivid in its
pallor. He stopped and covered it with his
hands.  In a few seconds he conquered his ag-
itation, and in a subdued tone continued :

“ 1t seems almost incredible, and to one
whose strong material nature rendered him in-
capable of un erstanding the sympathetic con-
nection between Laura and 1, T would not dis-
close what 1 new relate to you.

“ Many wmen are too often prone to ridicule
what they cannot understand. Dull, gross,
and unimpre-sionable themselves they deem
others superstitions and weak-minded. 1
should te chary of exposing myself to the rid-
icule of such people, for even I, cold and im-
passuble ag I scem to be, am vulnerable there.

“ But, let me resume. The physical effect
of “the shock 1 had received, and for which 1
could not account, had scarcely worn off, when
raising my eyves 1 discovered in the extreme
cud of the ear, through the partial gloom of
evening, what 1 had first imagined to be a
shiadow was developing itself with fearful dis-
tinctness into the form of Laura. Could 1 be
dreaming? Had the unaccountable shock [
had received <o far upset my nervous system
as to render e mad? 1 started foerward, but
the spirit, for such it was, preserved the same
relative distance between us, yet grew cach
moment more and more distinct.

“Had it been quite dark and the lamps
burninge dimly about me. I should have fancied
it to be a shadow cast into the compartment by
the light outside : a shadow which my excited
immagination had tortured into a resemblance to
Laura. But just then the setting sun, which
had been ]mr!?‘.lll_\' ohscured by a cloud. threw
a rich flood of golden light upon her. Her face
was pale, her hair slightly disheveled, and the
expression of her countenance was that of pain
mingled with an almost unearthly resignation,
whilgt her hazel eyes were bent upon me, oh!
with sueh a look of tenderness and pity.  Just
over her temple was a wound from which blood
trickled. I saw the form but for a few seconds
longer, and as it faded away, such a cirele of
Livavenly radiance played about her head and
iluminated her featares that 1 eried, ¢ Laura
has seen her last of earth, Laura is an angel.’
Ere I had finished speaking the form vanished.
So convineed was | that Laura was dying or
dead that I guitted the ears at the first stop-
ping place and returned to Paris.”

I knew Walton to be imaginative, and but

for the strong coincidence would have believed
the whole story to be the effect of a diseased
imagination.  But the utter impossibility of
any conumunication havingreached him, coupled
with many other extraordinary things about
him, cansed me to helieve implicitly what he
gaid. .
Walton soon left Paris. He spoke of the
misfortune that had befallen him in the loss of
Lanra without the shghtest appearance of agi-
tation. He acted like one who knew he must
‘become familiar with the constant presence of
some almost o'erwhelming misery, and was
wisely endeavoring to accustom himself to con-
front it at once.

The effeet of this lamentable accident was
more apparent on the Misses Goffe. It seemed
to have completely crushed Maria, the boldest,
most daring of the two. She moved and spoke
like one whom the burden of a great grief had
entirely subdued.

“1If,” said she mournfully, “1 had but one
year to live, and I knew that would be the hap-
piest of my life, 1 would cheerfully lay it down
to give Walton one hour of forgetfulness; for
that he feels more keenly than half the world
will ever believe, 1 know too well.”

Walton remained in the south of France six
months, then returned and entered the gayest

o

society of Paris. The world soon began to,
comment upon the ease with which Mr. Wal-
ton had forgottena woman to whom, appareutly,
he had been so devotedly attached.

Walton seemed to wish to remove from the |
mind of Maria Goffe a sort of dread with which |
it was ovident he inspired her. He paid her !
those gentle, quiet attentions most acceptable
in her peculiar situation. He visited them
daily. was the companion of their walks, and
endeavored to inspire them with the cheerful-
ness which now characterized himself. At first
I could not understaud it. I attributed his
conduct to one of two things : either the great
shock he had received was productive of total
change in his character, or by his indomitable
will he had succeeded in burying a hopeless

one riends, were greatly scandalized at Mr.
Walton's great want of feeling. They never
imagined that he could be acting a part, or
that to one in his peculiar position solitude
would become the parent of insanity, and that
only in the activity of the present he could for-
get the misfortune of the past. _

At the expiration of the allotted period of
mourning the Goffe's appeared in society. The
brusquirie of their manner greatly abated, from
poor Maria almost gone. If the gay world
were scandalized at Walton’s eurIF appearance
amongst them, still more greatly were they
shocked when they learned he had given place
in his heart to another love; that the Wolf was
cherished where the Lamb had nestled. lHe
was engaged to Maria Goffe. The gosriping
world wondered how such a man could marry
such a woman. How could they harmonize?
W hat sentiments or tastes could they have in
common ?

Walton had been seen in gaming saloons.
No one could say they knew him to be a loser ;
but the mercenary regarded it as hi hly proba-
ble that Miss Goffe's large fortune had attracted
him.

Disappointed women, whose charms had
made no impression on him, pu!ed him, and
expressed regret that oune of their sex could
stoop to acts which Maria Goffe had been guilty
of to win him. The charitable few, who may
be found even in what is termed *‘the best so-
ciety,” believed he was marrying her to show
that he could forgive, and that she bad accepted
his love that she might repair in the future the
misfortunes of the past. )

None of these reasonsever entered my mind,
or if they had, they never could have satisfac-
torily accounted to me for his conduct. 1 could
not credit that the event, terrible as it was In
its character, could have wrought such a revo-
lution in his disposition as to enable him to for-
give or forget 1 did not believe him to be the
man to so far overlook a mortal injury, direct
or indirect, accidental or premeditated. I grew
suspeious, and watched his actions. It was
painful to play the spy upon him, but I felt
that the motive justified it. 1 could notdivest
my mind of the idea that there was some design
cherished by him, not apparent u{mn the sur-
face, in marrying Maria Goffe. noticed at
times that the studied smiles his face wore in
society, or when she was regarding him, gave
place to an expression of concentrated bitter-
ness and hatred almost diabolic when he did
not imagine any one’s attention was directed
toward him. It shet out from beneath his
heavy eyebrows, o’er the fixed smile that
wreathed his mouth, like heat lightening over
the soft beauty of a summer landscape.

Walton had always been connoisseur in paint-
ing Henowbecame an art student, and during
the time not devoted to military matters, might
have been found, palettie in hand, in his studio.

I remember on entering there one morning 1
found him copying from a miniature a full
length likeness of Laura. I was startled into
saying as 1 gazed at it :

“Strange occupation for you, Walton. 1
thought you had forgotten her.”

He looked at me and replied with a sneer :

“ And you, too, Braham, then have joined
the fools.” °

I did not like his manner. There was some-
thing in it that impressed me strongly. I felt
more convinced now than ever that Walton was
acting a part. 1 began to feel myself placed in
a most trying and difficult position. I telt sure
this union was to be productive of no good, and
a sort of nameless terror erept over me when-
ever I heard it mentioned. My face must have
expressed my forboding, for Walton after re-
garding me for a few seconds, continued :

“Don’t mind me, Braham. You have suffi-
cient good sense to know that .it is the artist
painting the features of a beautiful woman, and
not the lover reviving remembrance of the lost
one. I trust I am too wise to recall the past,
if 1 thought that past would embitter the fu-
ture.”

parted. 1 went to the Gofle's.
alone in the drawing-room engaged in some

The misfortune, of which she had been the in-
voluntary occasion, the acknowledged, and
what she believed, reciprocated love which had

subdued and softened her. The wild fiery light
which formerly shone from her eyes had given
place to a tender, almost melancholy, expres-
In her whole manner there was some-

sion.
thing so imploring that I was involuntarily
touched.

“Do you go to the Brebille’s to-night?"’ 1
asked. “ No,” shereplied, ** neither sister nor
I. Walton does not approve of them.”

“ And yet you used to be very intimate; and
they have been kind to you. I trust you have
some good reason for so unceremoniously throw-
ing them over."”

“No,” she replied quietly, *“T have none
other than the one I have offered. Thatseems
sufficient.”

“To you, perhaps, but it does not seem so to
me.”’

“ And why not,”’ she rejoined, with a slight
flash of the old manner coming over her. *‘1
am satistied with what Walton does, for what
he does is for the best. If he says do this or

lieve his judgments to be always correct and
his motives pure,”
“ Miss Goffe, pardon me,” I responded, **if
1 suggest that this blind reliance on the will of
another is not always likely to produce the
most beneficial results. We have every day
cuch instances of the fallibility of human judg-
ments as to render it exceedingly unsafe to trust
any mortal to the extent you have just declared
iour willingness to rely on Mr. Walton. 1have
eard him censure the recent conduct of
Madame de Brebille. As I am convinced he
does not know all the circumstances of the case,
I feel sure he is governed by his prejudices;
not guided by his sense of justice.”

coldly, as she rose from her seat as if to termi-
nate the interview, ** I caunot but reiteratem
unabated reliance on the correctness of Wal-
ton’s opinion. I will go even farther, were the
evidence of my own senses opposed to the mere
word or opinion of Walton, I would unhesi-
tatingly yield my own conviction to his superior
judgment and penetration.”

A declaration strong as this, uncalled for too,
in view of the matter under discussion, sugges-
ted to my mind that there had been a previous
contest in her own with regard to her lover;
that a doubt of his sincerity might have crept
in, a dowbt she had struggled with and van-
quished. Feeling there was for herself with
regard to Walton, no half-way position, that
she must either place implicit reliance on him,
or cease to trust him at, all.

Soon after this I had occasion to observe a
marked change in the manner of the Goffe’s to-
ward me, a sort of cold reserve that had never
before characterized their intercourse with me.
I paturally concluded that to Walton the
change wasto be directly or indirectly ascribed.
A'man of his keenness and penetration could
not but observe that I bad become supicious of
him, but 1 knew he was too subtile to say any-
thing to them which they could repeat to me.
I was determined, however, to be blind to this,
and not to permit anything exceﬁt positive rude-
ness to prevent mly Eres-arving that same degree
of intimacy that 1 had maintained during my
previous visits.

At length the marriage was consummated. I
never saw a manapparenlty in such wildspirts as
Walton. Ifollowed Laura to the grave with a far
lessheavy heart than that I boreat Mrs. Goffe’s
bridal. They departed from Paris amid the
congratulations of friends, and as her father
blessed her I could not help thinking, ‘* Never
woman needed a blessing more.”’

[To BE CONTINUED. ]
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Matrimony is—hot cakes, warm heds, com-
fortable slippers, smoking coffee, round arms,
red lips, kind words, shirts exulting in buttons,
redeemed stockings, bootjacks, happiness, etc.
Single blessedness is—sheet-iron quilts, blue
noses, frosty rooms, ice in the pitcher, unre-
generated linen, heelless socks, coffee sweetened
with icicles, gutta-percha biscuits, rneumatism,
corns, coughs, cold dinners, colics, rhubarb,
and any amount of misery.

grief. But the world, the dear thousand and’

THE HOME CIRCLE.

BE A MAN.
Cease your whining, cease your fretting,
Cease your railing at yourlot:
There's no time for useless dreaming,
These complaints can profit not.
What if life 1= not all pleasure,
Fretting won't relieve the pain :
Noble souls have never leisure
At misforune to complain.

Meet misfortune’s drooping willows
As the sailor meets the storm :

Just to ride upon the billows
Till they bear him to his bourne.

Catch the breeze or you'll succeed not;
Life's for labor not for sport,

Quiet seas thy way will speed not,
Calm wont bring thee into port.

If you would yourself be happy.
You must happiness impart :

Bless your neighbors all around you,
"Twill return to your own heart.

Let your sympathies flow outward,
With the sorrowtul condoles

Let your smiles be like the sunshine,
Cheering every weary soul.

All which you may be desiring
May not be within your power;
Yet what God is now requiring.
Is, do well the present hour.
Go, relieve life's present sorrow :
Let no indolence prevail :
He who waits until to-morrow
To do good, will surely fail.

Let your aim be high and holy,
And your motives strong and true
Life has pleasures for the lowly,
Life has something still to do.
Idle hands are always weary :
Selfish nature knows no joy :
Loving souls are ever cheery,
Toiling spirits never eloy.

Onward, upward. mounting higher
On each wave top as it rolls,
Fill your hearts with manly fire,
Labor is for noble souls.
ey A —

A TOUCHING SKETCH.

o Meet Ldzzie at Six"

That was all the dispatch contained—four
little words; yet what an excitementthey caused
in the household at Maple cottage, the quiet,
gober household, whose members at the moment
of its reception were on the point of going to
rest for the night. n

« Meet Lizzie at six ! Was our darling in-
deed so near to us? Two years and three
months had passed since our eyes had been
aladdened by her girlish beauty, since her voice
had mingled with the bird music that Hoated
all the long summer days wmong the maples.
Two years and three months since she had been
buried among hooks, in a far distant city, bow-
ing her curls over algebra and geometry, gram-
mar and philosophy, astronomy and botany.
French and Latin: patiently at first, because
her parents desired it: afterwards cheerfully,
to please the teachers she had learned to love ;
and at last zealously, from pure thirst for the
treasurers these studies unlocked to her. But
it was over now : those toilsome years, and she
was on her way to us once more—our Lizzie
our petand pride—we should meet her** at six!"’

She left B——in the morning ;: bad journ-
eyed without stoppingall duy : this we guessed
at once - and at eight in the evening, finding a
hasty opportunity, she had telegraphed to us
the words above.

At six the eastern train arrived at our sta-
tion. Lizzie was to ride all night for the sake
of reaching home thus early. It was like her,
impulsive, warmhearted child that she was.

How little we slept that night ! What slight
sounds aroused us. How early we were all
astir—even the baby and the white haired
grandfather. Meet Lizzie,” he said, “aye,
indeed will we!” and the old -man’s voice
canght a youthful tone and his cratches an
elastic movement as he hobbled about the
house giving orders as if the responsibility
rested upon him, to be sure. _ .

There was Hannah, too, bewildering theamo-
ther about breakfast. *Did Lizzie like coffee
or cocon best? And would she make biscuits
or wafles?” And the mother, smiling all the
time nodded her head to everything, and went

needle work, to her an unwonted occupation. |

‘ Notwithstanding this homily,” replied she | . © = by a veil

After a short desultory conversation we
I found Maria |

|

' ber morning.

entered her heart, seemed to have strangely ,

hurrying about with the gridiron in one hand
and the egg-boiler in the other, coaxing Fan-
ny to curl the baby’'s hair, and looking at the
l!ﬂ)l}k every five minutes. But Fanny, with
mysterious :H)runsi'ul of something, was flitting
up stairs and down, leaving a book here, a flow-
er there, a daguerreotype on the table, or a
rosy-cheeked fall apple on the window—some-
thing for Lizzie to see and smile at.  Only the
father seemed undisturbed. We noticed, to

| be sure, that the dimples in his cheeks, which

Lizzie always said she made with her fingers,
when she was a baby, looked deeper when he
smiled; and that his voice was a trifle less
steady when he told Thomas to bring the
horses ; but he did not like to be considered
a demonstrative man, so we only looked signif-
icantly at each other, and said nothing,.

Stil{ waters are sometimes very deep.

At last the carriage came around, and we got

|in: two of us beside the father, who was to

drive. There was room for more, but it was
quite out of her line the mother said te go on
+ dashing drive before breakfast; so we left
her on the piazza with the pickle-dish in her
hand, and wiping her eyes with her apton.

It was a half mile to the depot, and the sun
had not quite risen when we started. How
balmy and pure the air was, that soft Septem
We thought, egotictic a8 we are,

| in our happiness, that nature sympathized with

do that, I do it unquestionably, because 1 be- |

q

|
|

|

| at the station, but we heard the whistle o

TRy

us. It seemed as if there never had been as
fair a sun rise before, and half the glory of the
morning would have beer wasted. had
Lizzie not been coming home.
The cars had not arrived when we stoned
the
locomotive, not very far distant; and those
few sweet waiting moments—what a world of
blessed amticipation they held. 'The sun was
tising—ah, Lizzie! Lizzie !

At last the train came up—stopped. We
looked at the windows ; only a row of sad faces!
Lizzie must have sat on the other side. A
few passengers cume out, solemn-faced and
silent. We pressed forward—so did those who
were going out on the train. The conductor
appeared, and waved everybody back, then
motioned to some one in the ear. Two men
came out, and slowly descended the steps,
bearing a lifeless body—a woman her features
They bore it into asaloon,

and laid it reverently upon a sofa.  Still the

[ eonductor waved the crowd back—except our

party! He knew us, and turned away his
face as we approached.

Then we knew how it was; all except the
father ; he could not believe! Finally he
raised the veil from the dead face. Oh, God!
All Merciful ! Is it thus we meet the, Lizzie
darling, our best beloved, idol of our hearts!

In a brief time we learned the story—learned
how the Angel of the Lord had “met Lizzie'
before us, in the still twilight Autumn morn-
ing, and after one pang, terrible, we know,
but brief, had wa.!‘t.edpthe gentle spirit to those
who waited for her in the home of angels!

At the very last stopping place, Lizzie had
left the car to procure some food for a little
child who had fretted all night in the arms of
a wearied mother. The train stopped but for
a moment. It was dusk and none of the offi-
cials had seen her leave. She returned hastily
to find it moving, made a mis-step, fell for-
ward—and the rest—it is a common tale, suzh
as newspapers chronicle every week ; the beau-
tiful head with its sunny curls was what we
saw at the station house.

We shed no tears at first, though it seemed
as if a drop could save our hearts from burst-
ing it would not come—not even when one
who, we afterwards learned, was on his way to
a wedding party, and who, journeying.a few
hours with Lizzie, had yet learned to know her
good as beautiful, came up and laid, in tearful
silence, a bouquet of pure white rosebuds upon
that bosom. e buried them with her; the
stranger’s kindly offering of sympathy and re-
gret.

Blessed be God for tears! They came at
last—came when they saw the mother. That
scene is too sacred to detail. But the old
grandfather's mind wandered when he heard
the tidings, and all day long he sat in his arm
chair on the porch, listening for the whistle of
the train, and saying, as his dull ear faintly
distinguished it :

“1 reckon Lizzie's aboard of that. Has
anybody gone to meet the gal 2"

ben told again he would seem to compre-
hend for a few minutes, and once he called the
creeping baby to him, and patting its white
shoulders, said :

*“ Grandsire’s old, and lame, and blind; he

can't o to the station. hut grandsire’s going | ing, now _ . e
L 5 Lenches bear their burden of young humanity : |

to see Lizzie first after all.  Yes, yes—grand-
gire's not so far from his little girl as the rest

~of them, but we're all following fast.”

|

r

| — -
[For the New Kua.]

SHORT PATENT SERMON--No. 2.

BY PARSON ALLBRISHT.

Hear instruction, and be wise, and refose it not.—Pro-
verbs viii, 33,
Be TrurarvL.— Lyiog lips are abomination

' to the Lord : but they that deal truly are his
- deligzht. —Proverbs xii,

99

—

A dealer in falsehoods is an abomination

among men also.
A lying tongue is a moral nleer, more distruc-

' tive to the character than a malignant cancer

isof life,
Boetter have a reputation for truth, than to

| possess great riches and be known as a liar;
| tor, The lip of truth shall be established forever:

but a lying tongue is but for a moment :—
Prov. xii, 19.

The man whose word cannot be relied upon
is a social bankrupt, without credit or respect
in society.

Truth is a brighter jewel in the crown of the

| poor and humble, than rare diamonds in the

dindems of Kings,

Be sure my friends, nothing is to be gained
by telling lies, but much, nay, everything may
be lost.  The Book of books declares that All
liars shall have their part in the lake which
hurneth with fire and brimstone.—Revela-
tions xxi, 8

T'ruth is a treasure all may possess.  Resolve,
then, that however poor you may be in this
worlds goods, you will possess the wealth which
only a man of truth can have. It will serve
you a better purpose than silver or gold in this

life, and be an infinite gain for the life to come.  glance of the

Beware how you begin to suffer even what
you may deem .anocent or trifling untruths, to
escape your lips.  Men are not likely to com-
mit the greater sins at once.  The commission
of glaring sing, like the perpetration of great
critmes, is generally learned by degrees.

The telling of falsehoods is no exception to
this rule. Boys and girls begin by telling
little fibs ** as they sometimes eall them, but
if this habit is followed up it almost always
leads to downright lying.

Leary Wispom.—The fear of the Lord is
the beginning of wisdom.—Prov. ix, 10.

It is wisdom, then, first to fear the Muker of
Heaven and the Earth.

Choose the company of the good, for he that
walketh with wise men shall be wise; but a
companion of fools shall be destroyed.—Prov.
xiii, 20.

It is a true saying that a man is known by
the company he keeps ; and so a man will be
benefitted or injured as his constant compan-
ions are good or bad men.

It he choose the company of the good and
wise, he will be strengthened in good works ;-
if he seek the company of the dissolute and
and the vicious, the contact will surely tarnish
his fame and blacken his soul.

It is the part of a wise man to shun even the
appearance of evil. Saith the Proverb—

A wise man feareth, and departeth from evil;

in its last days of

but none we know are there. The play-ground
is alive at recess ; but the same old games are
played by stranger youths. Memory puy'ﬂll:is
with footsteps swift the paths that early friends
have gone. A few it overtakes: bhnt muny are

beyond its ken.
and contentment: o1 thet
at the marts of busy life. Some rise il the
sphere of distinetion, others calmly repose In
the churchyard across the green. We are
carried back to the days of Fouth ; happy
golden days were they—full of sunshine. un-
clouded by storms. They were peaceful days,
like the waters of asmooth river ere they reach
the swelling ocean. They are treasures safely
kept, which cannot be taken away. They re-
turn in bright visions : and amid these the old
schoolhouse stands, with all its defects unseen.
It is a sweet resting place for memory in its
backward flight. Like a cottage birthplace, it
is dearer than palaces of after years. Rude
hands may pull down its decaying timbers and
remove its foundations, but it will be rebuilt
with & mo e pleasing and enduring architec-
tare by Memory's genius, and Nature will
hallow the spot where it stood with the “'sweet
oblivion of flowers."”’
— - — =
WOMAN.

Woman is a very nice and very complicated

machine. Her springs are indefinitely deli-
cate, and differ from those of man. pretty

but the fool rageth, and is confident,.—Porverbs.

xiv, 16,

There is no wisdom nor understanding nor
counsel agains. the Lord—Proverbs xiv, 106.

Envy thou notthe oppressor, and choose none
of his ways.—Proverbs iii, i1,

He who willingly oppresses his fellow man is
cuilty of treason against the government of
God. Surely no good man will envy the traitor
nor participate in his treason.

If any who have been guilty of this high
crime against Heaven and mankind in times
past, attempt to whisper honied words in thine
ear, Ponder the path of thy feet, and let all thy
ways be established.—Proverbs iv, 26.

T'rust those rather whose acts andlives prove
them to be loyal subjects of the Lord’s govern-
ment, and therefore haters of oppression.

If any say unto thee, ‘“ Are we not thy
friends 7" consider wherein they have earned
thy confidence.

Weigh well for thyselfall things wherein thou
art called upon to act, and ever keep thy sym-
pathies warm and active on the side of the
down-trodden and the oppressed. For remem-
ber, He that oppresseth the poor reproacheth
his Maker.--Proverbs xiv, 31.

FisauLy, my friends, as snow in summer,
and as rain in harvest, so honor is not seemly
forg fool, (Proverbs xxvi, 1,) but a wise man
will seek after it as for hid treasure.

It matters not how humble or obscure your
sphere, nor how high and exalted your station,
honor should be the inflexible law governing
your every act.

That every one of my readers may be truth-
ful and honorable men and women and good
loyal eitizens, is the earnest wishjof your loving
Parson.

- —

Gen. Wool’'s Estate—How He Made His Large
Fortune.

The evening before the veteran General was
stricken down with the illness that closed his
eventful career, he made a most interesting
statement to the editor of the Troy Whig, which
conveys a practical lesson, and shows how easy
it is to become rich, after obtaining the first
dollar, if one is prudent and economical. * ¢ 1
never made but $20,000 in my life !’ said the
General emphatically, ** but 1 always keptthat
at good interest!” On our expressing sur-
prise, he went on to explain. It seems that
at the close of the war of 1812, the General
found himself terribly wounded, but about even
with the world in a pecuniary point of view.
Shortly afterward the Government sent him to
the far South and West on a special mission
connected with military affairs, and for five
vears he traveled over mountains, and through
the almost trackless wilderness, and accom-
plished his difficult mission, as he always did,
to the entire satisfaction of the Government.
He had not drawn a dollar from the Treasury,
except for actunl expenses, and at the end of
the five years the Government owed him $20,-
000, which was then paid. Here was the
nucleus of his large fortune. Gen. Wool was
then about thirty-five years of age. He
died at ahout the age of eighty-eight. Now let
the reader take this $20,000, which, at com-
pound interest, will nearly double every ten
years, and in the fifty years intervening be-
tween the time of its receiptand the General's
death, he will find that it will amount to just
about the (ieneral’s estate, to wit : $640,000.

THE OLD SCHOOLHOUSE.

On the village green stands the old school-
house—the treasury of the recollections of
childhood. Its architecture is of veteran style.
It has stood from generation to generation,
cherishing a rude butsturdy and honest growth
of intellect. It appears now just as of yore,
only a little more dilapidated ; paint it never
bore, the furrows in the weather-beaten shin-
Eles are a trifle deeper, and one or two more

ricks are gone from the crumbling chimney.
The same crevices are by the door that were
once familiar, only they are wider and longer
now ; the same cracks in the ceiling alon
which the eyes wandering from books woul
run ; the same hard benches along by the rude
boards nailed to the wall in lieu of desks; the
marks on these boards appear like visions from
forgotten scenes; rude attempts at carving
names recall facts long since unthought of;
ungainly gashes, remembered as the work of a
new pocket-bnife, some cuts unfamiliar because
of later date; the teacher’s high desk, once
mysterious because of its lock and key, sup-
Posed to guard a fearful stock of instruments
or the transgessor ; the favorite seats of old
associates, the bench at the door for the unfor-
tunate youth of sable hue: the closet. for the
dinner-baskets, whose aroma is yet distinet;
the nail for each boy’s hat—all these are recog-
nized at a glance. But soon they will be no
more. Near by is » building just completed.
It is a stranger on this ground ; but its abode
seems permanent. It cannot be mistaken—it
is to take the place of the old house. A few
more days, and the tide of smiling, youthful
faces will cease to ebb and flow through the
well-remembered doorway, and turn toward the
more inviting entrance. The past is more vivid
than the present, as we look upon the old build-

— oo T

nearly as the work of a repeating watch does
' from them of a town clock. Lok at her body
how delicately formed! Examine her sense,
[ how exquisilp' and nice! Observe her under-
| standing, how subtile and acute! But look
"into her heart:; there is the patchwork, com-
posed of parts so wonderfully combined that
they must be seen through a microscope to be
clearly comprehended. The percep‘ionof woman
|is quick as lightning. Her penetration intui-
Cition ; we have almost said instinct. By a
eye she will draw a deep and just
' conclusion. Ask her how she formed it, and
| she cannot answer your gquestion.  As the per-
ception of & woman is surprisingly quick, 8o
her soul and imagination are uncommonly sus-
ceptible. If few women write, they all talk,
and every man may judge of them on this point
from every circle she goes into. Spirit in con-
versation depends entirely upon fancy, and
women all over the world talk better than men.
SunsHINE axD Crouvps.—-Ah! this beauatiful
world! I know not what to think of it. Some-
times it is all sunshine and gladness, and heaven
itself lies not far off, and then it suddenly
changes, and is dark and sorrowful, and the
clouds shut ont the day. In the lives of the
saddest of us, there are bright days like this,
when we feel as if we could take the great
world in our arms. Then come gloomy hours,
when the fire will not burn on our hearths, and
all without and within is dismal, cold, and dark.
Believe me, every heart has its secret sorrows,
which the world knows not, and oftentimes we
call a man cold when he is only sad.—Long-
Jellow.
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The bhest thing out—an aching tooth.

The bachelor'stoast—Ilarge fortunes and small
waiste ! — Punch.

Waiter's epitaph—he couldn’t wait
longer—so he went.

How do locomotives hear? Through their en-
gineers.

A Denver store has a sign up: ** FyNe Kut
2 bak Oh.”

A Cleveland paper headed its account of
the telegraphers’ strike “ Lightning Bugs.”

any

How can you stop chickens from seratching ?
*“Shew "’ them.

How to keep out of debt—don’t get inte it.

What do inheritors of real estate do? They
take ** a “will for a deed.”

What's the difference between a suit of
clothes and a penny bun? The price.

Be not a witness against thy neighbor with-
out cause ; and deceive not with thy lips.

Bread_ of deceit is sweet to a man ; but after-
wards his mouth shall be filled with gravel.

Pleasure is a rose, near which there ever
grows a thorn of evil. 1t is wisdom’s work so
carefully to pluck the rose as to avoid the thorn.

He that is slow to anger is better than the
mighty : and he that ruleth his spirit than he
that taketh a city.

he is there—the hog is,

~ An English jury foreman recently announced,
“ My Lord, we find the man who stole the mare
not guilty.”

A colored gentleman in Texas, with his coat-
tail-pocket full of powder, recently visited a
blacksmith-ship. He went in through the door
and came out through the roof.

Josh Billings says: *‘ The mewl is a larger
burd than the guse or turkey. It has two legs
to walk with, and two more to kick with, and
it wares its wings on the side of its hed.”

Always turn your toes outward and vour
thoughts inward : the first will keep you from
falling into the gutter, and the last from fall-
ing into imiguity. =

Beggar-woman—* Please, sir, give me a
penny to keep me from starving!” Gent.—
* Can't stuﬁ; in a hurry: I've got to make a
speech at the Society for the Relief of the Des-
titute.”

** Sam, what do you suppose is the reason
that the sun goes toward the south in the |
winter?”"  * Well, I don’t know, massa, unless |
he no stand the climate of norf, and so am |
"bliged to go to the souf, where he sperience |
warmer longitude.” '

An Irishman went to live in Scotland for a |
short time, but didn’t like the country. ]|
was sick all the time 1 was there,” said he: |
“and if I had lived there till this time, I'd !

been dead a year ago.” ’

Said an ambitious youth one day to a lady: i
“Don’t you think I'd better dye my mous- |
tache?” caressing the infant prodigy. 1|
think if you let it alone it'll die itself,’ said |
the lady. '

A prodigal son writes his father from
Omaha : “1 have to have my only shirt
washed by the dozeu, for it is in twelve pieces,
and the smallest hole in it is the one 1 put my
head through.” =11

General Smith, in Congress, while deli\.rer-li

ing one of the long prosy speeches for which |
he was noted, said to Henry Clay: “ You |
speak, sir, for the present generation, but |
speak for posterity.” * Yes,” replied the
great Kentuckian, “and it seems you ure re-
solved to speak till your audience arrives.”

“* Doctor, what do you think is the matter
with my little boy ?""  “Why it's only a cor-
rustified exegesis antispasmodically emanating
from the germ of the animal refrigerator pro-
ducing a prolific source of irritability in the
pericranial epidermis of the mental profundity.”
*“ Ah! that's what I told Betsy, but she "lowed
it was wurrums.’’

Dr. Mary Walker's husband, or some one re-
porting himself as *sich,”” has sent a poem
to the Independence (Mo.) Sentinel, of which
the following is a * stanzer :”

“ The bird calls from its gilded
Its mate far in the wildgwood :oage,
And so my soul still wails for thee,
Bright angel of my childhood.

But if our fate, a cruel lot,
Hath cut our hearts assever,

Why, Mary—bring my tr 1
And then go voge t'ore:vr‘;'.-‘:-n!i?'“l oo

From rosy morn to dewy eve, who is it makes
my soul to grieve, and after all does take
French leave? M Biddy. Who roasts my
meat into a coal, who breaks my nices: china
bowl, and says she ““didn’t on her sowl 7’ My
Biddy. Who polishes the kitchen floor, and in
half an hour or more has it recisely as before ?
My Biddy. My pocket-handkerchiefs and hose,
who con scates, under the rose, and wears by
turns my nicest clothes? My Biddy. Who
comes and goes whene’er she chooses, injures
whatever she uses, and now and then to work
refuses? My Biddy. Who slams and ban
and breaks and smashes ; who tears and rends
and knoeks and dashes: who tips and spills
and slops and splashes? My Biddy. Andshall
I ever cease to be in bondage unto such as thee ?

way is dark—I cannot see. For Biddy. I
only know my misery ; [ only wish thee over
the sea; I only wish that I were free. From

- =
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Some dwell in rural simplicity |
hers mingle with the throng |

The hog may not be thoroughly posted in |
arithmetic, but when you come to a square root |

Biddy.

AGRICULTURAL,

CHIPS FOR THE FARMER.
let him know that you

Control your horse ;
He will

are his master as well as his friend
then work for vou with coufidence

Much vegotable matter is not good for grain
as it does not sufficiently strengthen the straw.

Where vegetable manure has beeu long in
the soil, held by the clay and lime, there is
yvour best soil for wheat.
" New manure (carbonaceous) will make
straw, but it will not stiffen it nor form a
plump berry. The exceptions are when the
year is unusually favorable. Many s good
crop of wheat has been ruined by too much
manure. and is ruined yearly.

Remember that all surface water passing off
the land in a rain, instead of passing through
the Sﬂil. loses to the <ol what fertilizing mat
ter it mayv contain. Underdraining arrests
this mostly, .

New land is excellent for tarnips : S0 is any
light vegetable mould, sod included, and the
ashes of sod the best of all, says an eminent
authority.

Wheat after clover known to :
erop, and best, according to Voeleker, alter
clover has gone to seed. We know to a cer
tainty that the last is a good plan, not only
for wheat hut for other crops. _

Irrigate land one season, and the effect will
be seen the next also—this on grass more par
ticularly. i

The man who will invent cheap irrigation
will be one of the main benefuctors of the
race. The man who will convinee farmers ol
the full benefit of drainage will be another.

According to Voelcker, au old clover ley
will lose its virtue. It wants to be cultivated
and put to grain at once, *so that the nitrates
do not formn and pass (wash) away.

Put lime and eclover into your soil: lime is
lasting, clover ix immediate in its effects. The
lime will neutralize the acid of the clover iu
its decomposition.

Manure vour land with sod. Our best far-
mer does this invariably. He applies the ma-
nure on graqs, using also ashes, plaster, salt,
&c., to help make the sod, and then turns it
down. His land, which was once poor, I8 now
fat. Italways yields well when put to grain—
first corn, then oats or barley : or, first peas or
barley, and then wheat ( all wheat)_the salne
year, thus making a fallow and getting a crop
beside. After the wheat (on the snows in the
spring) or summer grain, il that is raised, it is
geeded. Thus, in good condition, it is just the
thing to grow a good erop of grass, and make
the land still fatter. Here on pastures, and
meadows, and grain fields it is worth while to
look at, and yearly. With this treatment of
the land no manure needs be harrowed in for
grain. You always have it—the manure in the
soil—and of the best kind, and readily soluble.
You need but use it and get the good at once,
and emeliorate the condition of your land
You have this one advautage, which i3 not
generally thought of'— you have no harsh or raw
manure to apply; noue with that effect ; hence
no manure to prepare. But what you bave is
a sweet, wholesome thing, well distributed in
the soil—roots and soil—aund all doing its work,
without harm to any grain or product, but
with greas 1o i, and jnst the right kind of
benefit. ‘I'here is no such kealthful, ready mu-
nure as sod, and answering for all purposes:
besides, it is Nature's manure, if we may so
distinguish it.®> It has proved itself what we
said ; it is doing that constantly, and it is the
great regenerator of the soil. it is certain we
are expending too much labor upoun barn-yard
manure, in conveying its water, &e. F. G.

Herkimer Co., N. T

A workshop ounght to be considered a ne-
cessity on every well-conducted farm. It is
astonishing how much can be accomplished
with a few common carpenters’ tools, s, sold-
ering-iron, some saddlers’ tools, ete. If the
work bench can be placed in a room which can
he warmed, or which is warm enough to work
in during tbe winter, many a dollar will be
saved which would otherwise go for repairs.

The limbhs of newly-planted trees are mnet
“cut back™ by many of the best European
nurgerymen, but only such limbs removed as are
too close. 'I'he middle limbs and four or five
others are left in their natural shape. The
second year these limbs are cut back to about
hall their length. The result is, that, soon
afeer the planting in spring, leaves appear at
the top of the branches, and by their aid new,
small rootlets are generated earlier than other-
wise and that the trees in the second year form
stronger wood than if they had been cut back
the first year.

_ A correspondent of the Country Gentleman,
in speaking of absorbents for manure, inciden
tally alludes to the great value of urine asa
fertilizer, and in suggesting methods by which
it can he saved, proposes composting with, 1st,
dried muck or loam ; 2d, sand ; 3d, spent tan;
4th, sawdust ; 5th, leaves; 6th, straw “sorts.”

That the waste of liquid manure is enorm-
ous, is beyond question. That much that is
wasted can be saved, is equally clear, and that
more must be if we wuu\d preserve even the
present productiveness of our farms, is becom-
ing painfully apparant. Iow to do it in the
cheapest and most effective way, is still a
question that calls for earnest consideration.

Taxixe Farumeirs as Proovce Brokers. —

The Commissioner of Internal Revenue
issued an order some time since to Assessors
and Assistant Assessors throughout the
country, in regard to the tax on farmers, when
they sell their own products, taxing them as
produce brokers. Gen. Schenck, Chairman of

is insure s

| the Committee of Ways and Means, is opposed

to thissystem of taxation, and has filed his
objections with the Commissioner. If the
ruling is not shortly reversed, he will probably
introduce a bill in Congress to meet the case.—
Wash. Cor. Boston Journal.

The deficiency of forests in certain parts of
Cuhﬁ.:ruia. is at present attracting attention io
that State, and the journals are pressing upon
farmers the necessity of planting walnut, hicko-
ory, orange, and locust trees, asserting that the
crops would yield a fair return for the expendi
ture. Thusa grove of 15,000 English walnut
trees in Los Angeles county, one-faurth in bear
ing, is reported to yield an average of $30 a
tree, or $112,500 in the aggregate. Bosides
this, it is asserted they would affect the climate
beneficially. In Egypt, it is said, the construc-
tion of the fresh water canal from the Nile to
[smaillia, caused an ancient dried-up basin to
be covered with vegetation, and the trees, when
grown up, changed the temperature of the air
and produced heavy rains.

Josiah Pettybone, in the Northwestern Far-
mer, adopting the Josh Billings style, says :
__‘*Land needs feedin’ as well as anything else
if ye wunt to keep fat and do its dooty by the
craps | and as shure as we Hoosiers don't feed
our land, we'll have to hunt a new country
before many years rolls over us. I've bin &
doin’ this the best I knowed how ; but I couldn’t
keep my farm from runnif® down and lettin’ the
craps fall short, with all the manure I put onto
my feelds. Sence I begun to read your paper,
and study about the matter, I think I've got a
idee of the difficulty in the way. I didu't take
care ov the manure, but wasted a good desl
wore than I saved. Now, I'm a goin’ to sase
all the stable manure and barn-yard litter, and
straw, and corn stalks, and every thing else that
makes manure, and make what you eall a com-
post heap, and I'll haul muck and leaves and
mix with it, and throw all the ashes and sope-
suds, and other waste things, onto it ; and wheun
it gits rotten, I'll draw it out and scatter it
over my feelds, and plough it in as deep as 1

can.”
— -

HOUSEHOLD RECIPES,

How 1o Sart Beer.—For every 100 3
of beef, take 1} ounces of saltpet{'e. 24 }:)‘:):::is
brown sugar, 5 pounds good salt, and 24 gal-
lons water; mix all together and boil the mass
till all the hard ingredients are thoroughly dis-
solved ; then let the brine cool and pour it over
the meat, which must be packe tight and
weighed down. The pickle should entirely
cover the meat. )

Ixpiax Bakep Puppine.—Take two quarts
of'_a\.veet: milk, and boil one quart, and while
boiling it stir in as much fine Indian meal 89
will make a very stiff batter; add a teaspoou-
ful of salt, and make very sweet with molas ses.
Butter a pan, and pour the batter in, and pour
the remaining quart of cold milk over it. Cut
little bits of butter and puton the top, and bake
two hours in & moderate oven.




